GEFRIN

weasel jump, rabbit bump

i can hear the sound of the butterfly,
i can smell the green of the grass,
there go's a little mouse scurrying by,
i hope today is not his last..
all the bee's that buzz around,
they are checking all of the flowers in turn,
a rabbit appears then lies low to the ground,
as a weasel hides behind the fern..

weasel jump, rabbit bump, 
big fat catterpillar slump..
we got to get out of here..
hedgehog fox, chicken pox,
quick inside my cardboard box..
its not safe to be here.. no, no

pack up all of your things,
we are going to head away from here,
somewhere, where the sun is shining..
where, there is no floods, no disease and no famine...

weasel jump, rabbit bump.

lyrics by robert matthew redhead.



















